He put Ms pipe between Ms teeth, stretched himself,
and looked at the sky.

Tour friend was wrong. Nietzsche might have been
a great man.' He flicked the book lying on his knees with
his forefinger. 'This is his earliest work and there are
seeds of greatness in it. Fancy diagnosing Socrates as a
decadent. Morality as a symptom of decadence! What a
conception. But what do you think he wrote about it about
twenty years later?'

I was silent.

'He said that it smelt shockingly Hegelian. And he was
quite right. Identity is the definition only of a simple,
immediate., dead thing, but contradiction is the root of all
movement and vitality. Only in so far as a thing has in
itself contradiction does it move, does it possess an
impulse and activity.5 He shrugged. 'But what the young
Nietzsche perceived with Hegel, the old Nietzsche despised.
The old Nietzsche went mad.'

I was having difficulty in following this. I said, rather
uneasily: 'I haven't seen you bathing.'

'I do not bathe, but I will play you a game of Russian
billiards if you like. Or perhaps you call it bagatelle?'

It was said distastefully. He had the air of a man bow-
ing ungraciously to the inevitable.

We went inside.

The billiard table was in one corner of the lounge.
We played in silence. In ten minutes he had beaten me
easily. As he made the winning stroke he straightened his
back and grinned.

'That wasn't very amusing for you,' he said. 'You're
not very good at it, are you? Would you like another
game?'

I smiled. His manner was abrupt, almost brusque, but
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